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IT'S  AN  INTERNATIONAL  WOMEN'S  E$iK£ 


Being  a woman,  as  you  may  have 
noticed,  I was  approached  (heh 
heh)  by  various  males  to  write  an 
article  or  something  (anything)  for 
this  special  and  unbelievable  issue 
of  the  T*IKE. 

Since  1 had  heard  there  was  a 
great  multitude  of  men  in 
engineering,  I decided  to  go  to  Skule 
to  find  one  for  myself.  Alas,  I failed. 
It  seems  that  the  “men"  in 
engineering  have  no  interest  in 
female  peers.  The  only  use  that  we 
women  in  engineering  serve  is  to 


hustle  the  answers  for  tutorial 
assignments  from  lonely, 
undersexed  T.A.’s.  To  the  average 
male  engineer  we  are  not  sex 
objects  as  other  girls  (eg.  nurses) 
are.  This  might  please  many 
women’s  libbers  who  crave 
equality,  etc.,  but  it-’s  bad  for  our 
health.  We  really  wouldn’t  mind  if 
once  in  a while  our  fellow 
classmates  would  carry  our  books, 
open  doors,  .whistle  as  we  walk  by, 
make  an  outright  pass  or  do 
whatever  the  spirit  moves  them  to. 


How  to  get 
the  most 
out  of  your 
own  Engineer 


Social  barriers  are  being  broken 
all  around  us  and  this  makes 
accessible  a new  breed  of  males  to 
us  females—  the  Engineer.  For 
those  not  thwarted  by  their  brutish, 
boorish  exteriors  await  untold 
delights.  This  article  is  intended  to 
give  you  a few  hints  on  the  best 
approach. 

Although  these  sweet  creatures 
may  appear  conservative  in 
manner,  mentality  and  means,  they 
are  all  waiting  for  a marvelous 
female  to  show  them  the  error  of 
their  ways.  The  first  requirement  is 
to  approach  an  engineer  when  he  is 
by  himself.  This  takes  away  all  his 
usual  defense  mechanisms  such  as 
relying  on  peers  to  help  him  handle 
his  insecurity  by  singing  the  Skule 
cheers.  Another  prerequisite  is  to 
keep  him  away  from  his  home  if  he 
lives  with  his  parents  because 
mothers  do  strange  things  to  their 
own  little  engineers.  At  this  stage 
the  engineer  has  been  totally 
disarmed  and  two  approaches  are 
possible. 

The  more  subtle  approach  does  a 
very  good  job  of  blowing  his  mind. 
Utilizing  this  method,  the  woman 
comes  on  very  easily.  She  lets  him 
feel  at  home  with  his  ego  inflated  as 
large  as  a hot  balloon  (a  word  of 
caution,  however,  the  women  must 
understand  at  all  times  that  this  is  a 
joke.  She  will  cook  for  him  and  sigh 


in  resignation  at  his 
pronouncements  of  superiority.  She 
refuses  his  sexual  advances  with 
modest  integrity.  After  playing  this 
ridiculous  game  for  a long  enough 
time,  she  accepts  his  advances, 
insisting  upon  the  condom  of 
course,  for  protection.  When  he  is 
overcome  by  passion,  she  fills  his 
condom  with  cold  water  and  throws 
it  at  him  in  his  own  funnelator  to 
cool  him  off. 

To  really  freak  them  out, 
however,  we  suggest  a much  more 
drastic  approach.  After  luring  him 
up  to  your  place,  you  give  him 
everything  you’re  got  (even  if  you 
got  it  out  of  Joy  of  Sex  the  night 
before).  Sexually  arouse  him  before 
he’s  made  the  first  move  and  thus 
destroy  his  ‘I  am  aggressor’  thoiight 
pattern.  Handle  his  cock  as  though 
you’ve  known  it  for  ages  and  insist  it 
be  a lighted  room  so  that  he  can’t 
hide  his  shame  with  darkness  if  he 
is  still  potent.  Take  him  to  the  edge 
of  sexual  ecstasy  but  not  over  the 
brink  — satisfy  yourself  first. 
Dazzle  him  with  new  and  wonderful 
positions.  (Important  note:  get  on 
top  at  the  start)  until  he  thinks 
nothing  else  is  possible.  Then 
quickly  tell  him  to  dress  and  to 
leave  but  get  his  number,  don’t 
bother  calling  him  though.  No 
amount  of  mind  opening  adventure 
can  save  the  soul  of  a typical 
Engineer. 


A Woman  in  Engineering  Training 


Photo  credit:  Prof.  P.  M.  Wright,  Civil  Engineering  Dept.,  U.  of  T. 


by  Cathy  Field 

I was  trying,  until  two  years  ago,  to 
be  an  engineer.  I spent  two  years 
preparing  myself  in  high  school, 
studied  four  years  of  Civil  En- 
gineering at  university,  and  it  was 
three  weeks  before  my  final  exams 
that  1 dropped  out. 

I was  in  engineering  because  I 
like  buildings,  the  spaces  that  peo- 
ple live  and  work  in.  1 wanted  to  do 
some  kind  of  work  that  would  make 
my  surroundings  more  attractive  or 
useable. 

If  I’d  had  enough  confidence  I 
wouldn’t  have  had  to  go  through 
four  years  of  formal  education  to 
accomplish  this.  But  1 was  being 
pressured  into  university  by  my 
parents  and  teachers  and  by  self- 
doubt, and  I ended  up  winning 
scholarships  and  bursaries  from 
large  corporations  and  organiza- 
tions, sponsoring  me  because  I was 
a woman  in  engineering. 

I saw  how  much  women  were 
really  resented  by  my  male  class- 
mates at  the  so  called  "slave  auc- 
tions" where  women  were  au- 
ctioned off  to  the  men  for  a charita- 
ble cause,  and  at  the  class  smokers 
where  we  were  shown  stag  movies. 
Because  of  the  obvious  hostility,  I 


spent  all  my  free  time  hiding  in  a 
small  room  with  most  of  the  other 
women  engineering  students.  We 
didn’t  share  much  except  a com- 
mon feeling  of  being  beaten  down 
and  even  used  and  abused  by  the 
male  students  and  staff. 

It  wasn’t  until  fourth  year  that 
I started  to  consider  some  of  my 
male  classmates  as  friends.  By 
then.  1 had  talked  and  cried  with 
them,  expressed  how  I felt  they 
treated  me  like  an  idiot,  expressed 
how  1 felt  about  the  slave  auctions. 
Each  time,  I was  afraid  that  they 
would  not  like  me  because  of  what  1 
said.  But  some  listened  to  me  and 
were  open  to  what  I said.  One  time 
that  I was  really  touched  was  when 
we  talked  about  abortion  and  birth 
control;  they  listened  to  me  and  ag- 
reed with  me  and  signed  a petition 
to  repeal  the  abortion  laws. 

The  men  in  the  class  and  1 
were  getting  closer,  so  1 enjoyed 
being  with  them  that  year.  But  1 
looked  forward  to  graduation  be- 
cause I was  depressed  being  in 
school. 

The  course  was  disappointing, 
because  the  other  students  didn't 
share  my  ideals.  They  were  there 


mostly  because  engineering  was  a 
status  job,  with  lots  of  money  in- 
volved; because  they  had  been 
tested  and  found  suitable  for  the 
profession,  or  because  as  en- 
gineers, they’d  always  have  a job, 
in  any  country  or  at  any  time. 

At  university  it  was  assumed 
that  I was  aiming  to  be  a Successful 
Engineer,  that  is,  a highly  competi- 
tive money-hungry  man  devoted  to 
being  top  on  the  pile.  This  was  just 
as  depressing  to  me  as  the  situation 
1 had  been  in  during  high  school, 
where  it  was  assumed  that  I Was 
aiming  to  be  a secretary  or  nurse,  a 
wife  and  mother. 

1 would  have  left  many  times, 
except  that  1 was  trying  to  finish  my 
degree  to  please  my  parents,  and 
because  I wanted  to  be  able  to  help 
my  sister  through  school.  And  I 
didn’t  really  see  anything  better. 

Then  came  the  job  interviews. 

I applied  to  a number  of  companies, 
but  a lot  of  them  said  no  without 
seeing  me.  A couple  set  up  inter- 
views. Having  to  sell  myself  to  the 
interviewer,  when  both  of  us  knew 
it  and  said  so  openly,  made  me  so 
depressed  that  I became  ill  and  was 
ill  for  most  of  the  last  term. 


I started  to  see  that  1 could 
never  do  what  1 wanted  to  . What  1 
would  eventually  be  doing,  had  I 
stayed  in  the  profession,  would  be 
working  for  a government  agency, 
managing  people,  designing  office 
and  apartment  buildings  or  sub- 
divisions for  some  huge  capitalistic 
conglomerate. 

The  whole  attitude  of  the 
school  as  I saw  it  and  still  do,  was  to 


turn  out  interchangeable  cogs  for 
the  machine  society.  People  that 
can  fit  perfectly  into  a complex  so- 
cial structure  without  upsetting 
anything.  In  other  words,  people 
can’t  be  individuals. 

1 couldn’t  be  an  individual  if  I 
stayed.  Not  that  I couldn’t  have 
been  a woman  in  a ’male'  profes- 
sion, but  I couldn’t  be  a human  in 
an  inhuman  world. 
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Slave  Auction  Exposed 


Women  unite ! The  annual  outrage 
perpetuated  against  womanhood  in 
the  name  of  charity  will  once  again 
give  the  males  in  the  south  end  of 
campus  a chance  to  vent  their 
frustrations  and  anger. 
Unfortunately  this  takes  place  at  the 
expense  of  the  female  esteem. 
These  sloven  bastards  spill  forth 
enough  seething  aggression  to 
poison  spirits  for  miles  around. 

Just  exactly  what  it  is  that  they 
are  angry  about  is  easy  to  analyse. 
Even  Freud  could  figure  it  out.  It  is 
abnormal  excessive  hostility 
towards  females  because  of  the  true 
nature  of  female  superiority.  Not 
only  have  the ' voluninous  reports 
published  in  the  last  decade  on  the 
superior  biology  of  the  female 
(longer  life  span,  better  resistance 
to  physical  and  mental  stress, 
faster  recovery  from  illness,  higher 


mental  aptitude,  more  stable 
psyche)  confirmed  their  innate 
knowledge  of  this  fact,  but  even  in 
their  own  classrooms  they  are 
finding  the  women  at  the  head  of  the 
class. 

How  can  I qualify  that  these 
males  are  venting  hostility  against 
females  rather  than  just  being 
horny  and  under  going  the  usual 
responses?  If  the  event  were 
sexual,  the  patrons  would  be  handed 
paper  towels  and  newspapers  as 
they  entered  the  hall  (note  to 
capitalist  types:  sell  one  serve  size 
of  K-gel).  The  event  would  proceed 
much  more  quietly  without  the  usual 
rowdiness,  and  any  participating 
and  spectator  females  would  not  be 
treated  with  the  contempt  and 
disgust  they  usually  get.  Instead 
this  event  becomes  a free  for-all. 
All  manner  of  things  are  hurled  at 
other  spectators  and  at  the  walls  in 


anticipation  of  the  arrival  of  the 
strippers.  How  many  men  throw 
crabs,  computer  cards  and  eggs  at 
their  bedroom  walls  before  they 
watch  their  friends  and  lovers 
undress?  How  many  men  vocalize 
sexual  terms  such  as  fuck,  cunt, 
prick  etc.  before  they  become 
sexually  enraptured? 


It  is  obvious  that  the  engineers 
must  be  taught  a few  lessons  but 
perhaps  it  is  too  late.  Suggestion: 
Women  should  take  over  all  club 
leadership,  Eng.  Soc.  (100%  not 
50% ) and  especially  frosh  activities 
in  ’76.  That  way  those  sweet  young 
minds  won’t  be  fouled  the  way  they 
have  been  in  the  past.  As  an 
immediate  solution:  women  should 
get  together  to  ban  the  slave  auction 
by  manning  pitchfork,  shotgun  and 
funnelator  brigades.  Why  not? 


The  Myth  of  the  Male  Orgasm 


by  Bette-Jane  Raphael 

Is  there  such  a thing  as  male 
orgasm?  For  decades,  scientists 
have  argued  about  it,  written 
tracts  about  it,  philosophized  about 
it,  and,  in  more  recent  years, 
conducted  countless  studies.  But 
as  Dr.  Mary  Jane  Grunge, 
president  of  SMOS  ( the  Society  for 
Male  Orgasmic  Studies),  said  in 
her  opening  statement  of  the 
society’s  ninth  annual  cook-out: 
‘‘We  still  don’t  know". 

But  do  we?  Recent  findings  by 
Dr.  Fern  Herpes  and  her 
colleague,  Dr.  Lavinia  Shoot, 
indicate  that  the  mystery  is  at 
least  on  the  brink  of  being  un- 
masked. Working  under  a grant 
from  NASA,  which  was  disturbed 
by  the  cleaning  bills  for  its  last 
Apollo  mission,  Dr.  Herpes  and  Dr. 
Shoot  conducted  a study  of  300 
middle-class  men  between  the 
ages  of  14  and  23.  Their  findings 
seem  to  indicate  that  not  only  is 
there  a male  orgasm,  there  may 
actually  be  two  distinct  kinds. 

While  43  percent  of  the  men  in 
the  Herpes-Shoot  study  were  found 
to  have  trouble  attaining  orgasm 
consistently,  or  did  not  attain 
orgasm  at  all,  and  while  another 
44  percent  had  no  opinion,  a 
whopping  504  percent  (four  men 
fell  asleep  during  their  interviews, 
which  accounts  for  the  other  two 
percent)  admitted  they  .had  two 
distinctly  different  kinds  of 


orgasms.  After  careful 
questioning,  psychological  testing, 
and  physical  examinations,  Dr. 
Herpes  came  to  the  following 
conclusion  (Dr.  Shoot  came  to  a 
different  conclusion  and  left  in  a 
huff) : there  are  two  types  of  male 
orgasm.  For  purposes  of 
clarification,  Dr.  Herpes  called 
these  penile  orgasm  and  the 
spherical  orgasm. 

Of  the  two  orgasms,  Dr. 
Herpes  hypothesizes  that  the 
spherical  orgasm  is  the  more 
mature.  "Men  who  are  enamored 
of  their  penises,  who  see  their 
penises  as  the  seat  of  all  sexual 
pleasure,  are  just  a bunch  of 
babies.  I hate  them.  Only  the 
spherically  oriented  male  can  be 
thought  of  as  mature  because  he 
can  identify  with  the  female  to  a 
much  greater  extent  than  the 
penile-oriented  male.  Thus  the 
former’s  identification  with  his 
balls,  which  are  the  closest  thing 
he  has  to  female  breasts."  * 
Dr.  Shoot,  who  consented  to 
speak  in  rebuttal  to  Dr.  Herpes, 
had  this  to  say:  "That  woman  is 
crazy.  Men  don’t  have  two  types  of 
orgasm.  They  just  think  they  do. 
My  own  findings  reveal  that  they 
don’t  even  have  one  kind  of 
orgasm.  Actually,  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  the  male  orgasm.  What 
passes  for  orgasm  in  the  male  is 
really  a mild  form  of  St.  Vitus 


Dance.  This  afflicts  more  than  55 
percent  of  the  male  population  in 
this  country,  and  if  Herpes  wasn’t 
so  hipped  on  orgasm  she’d  admit 
she’s  wrong.  But  as  far  as  she’s 
concerned,  everything  is 
orgasm!” 

It  should  be  noted  that  Dr. 
Amelia  Leviathan  is  in  close 
agreement  with  Dr.  Shoot.  She  too 
believes  that  what  passes  for  male 
orgasm  is  actually  a disease.  But 
contrary  to  Dr.  Shoot,  she  believes 
the  affliction  is  actually  a form  of 
epilepsy  localized  in  the  groin.  She 
feels  she  proved  this  in  her  much 
publicized  recent  study  of  100  male 
rats,  50  of  whom  had  epilepsy. 
The  epileptic  rats,  Dr.  Leviathan 
found,  could  mate  with  the  female 
rats,  even  if  the  female  rats 
didn’t  want  to.  The  non-epileptic 
rats  just  sat  around  exposing  them- 
selves. 

Confusing  the  question  of  male 
orgasm  even  further  is  Dr.  Jen- 
nifer Anis,  who  conducted  a study 
of  nearly  700  married  males  in 
their  late  20s  and  30s.  According  to 
the  results  of  her  study,  the  issue 
of  male  orgasmic  or  nonorgasmic 
capacity  is  clouded  by  the  fact  that 
many  men  simulate  orgasm  in 
order  to  please  their  partners. 
Nearly  25  percent  of  the  men  in  the 
Anis  group  admitted  they  had  at 
some  time  in  their  marriage  faked 
orgasm  either  because  they  were 


tired,  or  because  they  knew  their 
partners  would  be  hurt  if  they 
didn’t  climax,  or  because  they  had 
headaches. 

Nearly  half  the  men  in  the  Anis 
study  had  mild  to  severe  orgasmic 
difficulties.  (It  was  this  group, 
incidentally,  whose  psychological 
profiles  appeared  in  Dr.  Anis’s 
widely  acclaimed  paper,  "The 
Prostate,  the  Penis,  and  You-oo,” 
wherein  it  w&s  revealed  that  all  the 
orgasmically  troubled  men  shared 
a common  fear  of  their  mothers’ 
cuticles,  a hatred  of  Speedwriting 
ads  in  subways,  and  a horror  of 
certain  kinds  of  peaked  gold  hats.) 
What  has  not  been  revealed  until 
now,  however,  is  that  a great  many 
of  these  men  lead  perfectly 
satisfactory  sex  lives  without 
orgasm,  a finding  which  would 
seem  to  put  to  rest  the  theory  that 
men  must  achieve  orgasm  in  order 
to  enjoy  sex. 

Well,  if  men  can  enjoy  sex 
without  orgasm,  can  they  also 
become  fathers  without  achieving 
climax?  Here  again  the  answer  is 
by  no  means  clear.  Dr.  Herpes  and 
Dr.  Shoot,  of  course,  disagree.  Dr. 
Shoot  says  yes,  they  can,  if  they 
think  they  can.  Dr.  Herpes  says  no, 
not  unless  they  have  either  a penile 
or  a spherical  orgasm.  Dr.  Anis 
believes  they  can  fake  it. 

Lastly  there  is  the  question  of 
the  multiple  orgasm.  Do  men  have 


them?  Unfortunately,  here  we  are 
still  very  much  in  the  dark.  The 
only  person  ever  to  do  research  in 
this  area  was  Dr.  Helen  Hager- 
Bamf,  in  1971.  From  January 
through  April  of  that  year  Dr. 
Hager-Bamf  personally  tested 
more  than  3,000  randomly  selected 
men  for  duration  and  number  of 
orgasms.  Tragically  dead  at  the 
age  of' 28,  she  never  recorded  her 
findings. 

So  where  do  we  stand?  Is  thdre 
such  a thing  as  male  orgasm?  Can 
men  enjoy  sex  without  it?  Is  a low 
orgasmic  capacity  psychologically 
or  physiologically  induced?  To 
quote  Dr.  Grunge  at  her  press 
conference,  “Who  knows?" 

Perhaps  the  answers  are  not 
as  important  as  the  fact  that  the 
questions  are  finally  being  taken 
seriously.  So  that,  someday,  the 
boy  who  sells  shoes,  the  young 
fellow  in  upholstery,  and  the  man 
who  sews  alligators  on  shirts  will 
no  longer  have  to  walk  around  in 
perplexity,  confused  and  unnerved 
by  the  myth  of  the  male  orgasm. 

When  that  day  arrives, 
perhaps  male  sexuality  will  come 
out  of  the  bathroom  and  into  the 
bedroom  where  it  belongs. 


Bette-Jane  Raphael  is  a senior 
editor  on  Viva  magazine 
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EVELYN  WOOD 
lo  ves 

ENGINEERS 


For  over  1 5 years  Engineers  have  been 
falling  in  love  with  a reading  teacher  It 
is  highly  unusual  because  reading  has 
always  the  most  hated  subject  of 
technologically  inclined  tots 

Hated  Readers 

From  a very  early  age  engineers  were 
convinced  that  reading  was  reserved  for 
sissies,  artsmen  and  journalists  and 
linguists 

Then  as  the  technocrat  grew  up  he 
discovered  that  between  the  formulae 
and  graphs  and  numbers  there  was 
more  and  more  print  to  assimilate  That 
Reading  was  the  basic  learning  SKILL 
and  he  even  had  to  learn  to  read 
between  the  lines ' 

Old  Texts  Obsolete 

That  even  Engineering  texts  5 years  old 
were  often  obsolete  That  last  years 
journals  and  research  reports  were 
often  more  outdated  than  last  weeks 
newspaper  That  good  reading  fostered 
better,  more  concise  writing  That  most 
technological  types  were  in  fact  '1st 
gear ' readers  and  did  not  know  how  to 
break  thru  the  sound  barrier  to  a 
higher  gear 

Engineering  Approach  to  Reading 

In  1959  Prof  Evelyn  Wood  (now  a 
prominent  US  Educator,  developed  and 
Started  Marketing  a new  learning 
SKILLS  program  with  an  engineering 
approach  to  reading  Suddenly  that 
boring  subject  taught,  after  lunch,  in 
public  schools  became  the  MOST 
dynamic  subject  on  the  engineers 
agenda 

Internationally  Acclaimed 

A newly  revised  Canadian  version  of 
the  same  course  that  was  marie  famous 
by  President  Kennedy  —(he  had  it 
taught  to  his  joint  chefs  of  Staff)  — was 
last  year  conducted  in  the  leading 
research  labs"  and  "think  tanks 
around  the  world  A few  of  the  users 
NASA  IBM.  NRC.  AECC.  SNC  DOW. 
BOEING.  BENDIX.  GE.  ABBDL-TIL 
HYDRO  QUEBEC,  and  several  groups 
of  engineers  from  the  faculties  of  MIT. 
McGill.  Varsity.  Stanford.  University  of 
Texas.  & UCLA 

Not  For  Slow  Thinkers 

Reading  dynamics  is  not  a course  for 
remedial  cases  or  panacea  for  terrible 
spellers  And  it  is  definately  not 
designed  to  make  an  artsman  out  of 


you  There  are  no  machines  or 
gimmicks  or  electronic  devices  or  secret* 
potions  You  can  learn,  naturally,  to 
read  as  fast  as  you  can  think 

Prerequiste  Program 

Before  embarking  on  another  heavy 
reading  load  project,  you  should  learn  to 
go  back  to  the  basics.  Learn  to  improve 
study  habits  Learn  to  survey  and 
reconoitre  Learn  a new  throughput 
technique  for  accelerating  assimilation 
of  data  Learn  "brain  Reving'  and 
specific  recall  methods”  Learn  the 
true  latent  potential  of  those  15 
billion  brain  cells  and  how  to  use  more 
of  them  — effectively  — efficiently  to 
gain  greater  mental  mechanical 
advantage 

Learn  How  to  Learn 

It  is  an  ingeniously  simple,  scientifically 
develojjed  learning  Skills  program  that 
is  just66  hours  (24  hours  of  theory  and 
42  hours  of  controlled  exercise)  that 
can  dramatically  increase  visual 
perception  You  will  not  only  accelerate 
reading  rate  (by  a factor  of  4 7)  but 
improve  retention  an  average  of  1 1 4% 
(based  on  standardized  testing  of 
almost  a million  people) 

How  to  find  Out  the  Facts 

Come  to  a reading  booster  productivity 
seminar  You  will  see  a short 
documentary  film  of  "Engineers  in 
reading  action”  and  what  they  have  to 
say  about  reading  efficiency” 

It  is  easy  Just  bring  a prof  or  fellow 
student  (even  females  allowed)  but  not 
your  mother  or  h s literature  teacher 
(their  theories  about  reading  are 
diametrically  opposed  to  ours)  to  one  of 
our  special  survey  and  research  labs, 
especially  for  technical  readers 

SW-H 

©Joel  Bonn  Seminar 
Leadei  (former  editor 
McGill.  Plunbeis  Pot) 


What 


Reading  Booster  Productivity 
Seminar  - duration  90 
minutes 


ENGINEERS 
lo  ves 

EVELYN  WOOD 


Sat  at  10  15  am 

/When\  Sub;  at  1 1 5 pm 


r777  I Sheraton  4 seasons. 

Where 

I > Oxford  Room 

123  Queen  St  West 


. To  learn  the  answers 

!a/rW  / to  ,liese  and  0,,iei 
Why / |asCinating  reading 

esearch  studies 


1 Why  there  are  footrests  in  bars 

2 How  to  use  all  that  -latent 
potential”  of  our  minds  for  reading 

3 Why  standing  is  more  conducive  to 
learning  than  sitting 

4 What  the  3 most  common  reading 
faults  of  engineers  scientists  are 

5 Why  almost  everything  we  were 
taught  about  reading  in  H s is  wrong  or 
not  applicable  to  technical  reading 

6 Why  diet,  posture  and  blood 
circulation  are  so  vital  to 
comprehension  and  concentration' 

7 Why  fat  people  are  worse  readers 
than  fit  people 

8 Why  engineers  do  not  usually  read 
or  enjoy  fiction  or  serious  literature 

9 Why  high  IQ  scientists  and 
engineers  should  not  be  permitted  to 
drive 

No  reservation  is  necessary  Just  be  on 
time  and  have  a few  questions  of  your 
own 

If  you  can  not  make  it.  but  would  like 
a prospectus  course  outline,  or  the 
dates  of  the  full  courses  in  Toronto, 
please  call  collect  (5 1 4 844  1 941 
PS  for  non -technical  types, 
eavesdropping  on  this  article,  you  are 
invited  too  but  at  12  15  Saturday  or 
3 1 5 on  Sunday  Even  artsmen  can 
learn  to  comprehend  faster  Most  of  our 
million  graduates  would  have  read  and 
understood  every  word  in  this  entire 
article  in  less  than  60  seconds 


Are  you  lonely?  Feeling 
unwanted?  Feeling  unneeded? 
Feeling  yourself?  Has  your  ship 
failed  to  come?  Have  you  failed  to 
cum?  When  was  the  last  time  you 
dropped  anchor?  Have  you  used 
that  old  line,  “Hey  sailor,  new  in 
torn?’’,  once  too  often?  Have  you 
been  floundering  with  flounders? 
Do  you  wish  you  were  goosed  by 
Captain  Hook?  Are  you  in  the  mood 
for  something  different?  If  so,  the 
Seaman's  Semen  Bank  may  be  the 
buoy  you've  been  looking  for.  Come 
in  and  try  one  of  our  deposits  with 
these  attractive  features  : 


(1)  high  monthly  interest  rates  — 
premiums  every  28  days 

(2)  safety  deposit  boxes  with 
personalized  keys 

(3)  13“  syringes  imported  from 
Texas 

(4)  lay  away  plan 

(5)  Free  jar  of  vaseline  in  a long- 
neck  bottle 

And,  as  a special  introductory 
offer,  the  first  100  customers  will 
receive  something  round,  hard  and 
full  of  seamen.  Yes,  you  too  can  be 
fulfilled. 

Come  in  and  talk  to  us.  We  re 
easy. 


AVAST 

WOMEN 


INTERNATIONAL  READING  DYNAMICS  INSTITUTE 

The  new  Canadian  home  of  Evelyn  Wood  Reeding  Dynamics 
The  only  bilingual  Canadian  private  school  recognized  by  the  Minister  of  Education 
(Quebec  Permit  No.  749833  Personal  Development)  teaching  the  Dynamics  of  Effective 
Reading  through  in-house  and  public  group  courses  in  1 1 countries. 


(514)844-1941 


HEADQUARTERS : 1455  PEEL  ST.,  MONTREAL,  CANADA  H3A1T5 


For  Girls  Only! 


It's  like  hundreds 
of  horny  Engineers 
urging  a woman 
to  let  go." 


A Scenario 

(brother  of  V.  Scenario  III  GHEM) 

CAST  - in  order  of  appearance 
The  gorgeous,  firm  and  slender 
young  nubil  e-type  wench  ...  Lotta 
Fellatio 

Linda  Lovelace ...  Herself 


The  Conceptoike  Condom: 
revolution  in  undercoverwear. 


“Denim  Delight.  Authentic 
western  styling,  with  two  pockets, 
handsome  contrast  stitching,  and 
rugged  metal  buttons.  In 
heavyweight  13%  oz.  cotton  denim 
which  fades  with  each  use  to  give 
you  the  popular  “lived  in”  look. 
Bartacked  at  all  points  of  strain  for 
longer  wear. 

Cat.  no.  34-50-78-4 
“G.W.G.  Rubbies  ":  Similar  to 
above,  but  pre-used  for  the  casual 
“old’  look,  including  frayed  seams 


and  rusted  buttons.  Cat.  no.  42-55-80- 
1 

Cuming  soon  . . . 

“Thin  Wail  " : Conceptoike  styling 
and  comfort  in  sensuous  corduroy. 

Important  note:  Denim  may 
shrink  to  4%  after  use.  Ordering 
Information:  Sizes:  Men 6 to  14 
Men  6 to  14 
Boys  3 to  5 
Women  -5  to  -12 
Widths  A-EE 

For  measuring  instructions  see 


PREMIER  PERFORMANCE 


S.A.C.  FREE  FILM  FESTIVAL 


FEATURING: 


CACTUS  FLOWER 


EASY  RIDER 


SAT.  OCT.  4,  7:30  P.M. 

MED  SCI  AUDITORIUM 


Scene:  The  wench  sits  up  in  bed, 
coughing 

WENCH:  (coughs)  That  was  my 
last  cough  ...  (coughs)  That  one 
doesn’t  count  ...  (coughs)  (enter 
Linda ) 

LINDA,  (to  the  world  at  large) 
Girls!  Do  you  suffer  from  nagging 
coughs?  Is  your  throat  hot,  dry  and 
irritated  between  coughs?  Do 
coughs  increase  your  discomfort? 
Well,  if  the  answer  is  yes  to  any  or 
all  of  these  questions,  then  you 
should  listen  to  this.  I’m  Linda 
Lovelace  and  I’ve  got  important 
news  for  all  you  cough-sufferers  out 
there. 

Announcing  Linda  Lovelace  Brand 
Throat  Lozenges  for  deep,  deep 
relief.  They  soothe  hot,  dry, 
irritated  throats  and  clear  up  your 
complexion,  too.  So  remember, 
next  time  your  boyfriend  starts 
giving  you  a hard  time  and  you  think 
you’ve  bitten  off  a little  more  than 
you  can  chew,  just  take  a Linda 
Lovelace  Throat  Lozenge  for  deep, 
deep  relief  and  forget  about  that 
nagging  cough. 

(to  wench) 

You  seem  to  be  a cough  sufferer. 

(offers  her  a lozenge) 

Try  one? 

WENCH:  Oh!  The  big  stick! 

LINDA:  Yes,  melts  in  your  mouth 
and  not  in  your  hand.  How  does  it 
taste? 

WENCH:  Creamy. 

LINDA:  You  know.  Linda  Lovelace 
Throat  Lozenges  come  in  Regular 
and  now.  new  Sugar-Free.  Only  2 
calories  in  each  6 inch  serving. 
WENCH,  (coughs  violently,  chokes 
and  dies) 

- LINDA : That  was  her  last  cough. 
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W©meF)’s  Wipe  ^ Gbeese 


The  women  in  engineering  came 
in  excellent  form  to  the  annual  wine 
and  cheese  party.  It  used  to  be  a real 
dinner  but  those  days  are  long  gone. 
Anyways  about  eighty  women 
came,  and  one  who  wasn’t  sure, 


many  freshmen  among  them,  to 
meet  those  few  and  daring  other 
women  in  engineering.  An  excellent 
selection  of  international  cheeses 
and  a distinguished  selection  from  a 
local  wine  company,  thanks  to  Anne 


and  Ilona,  provided  a pleasant  spirit 
for  a pleasant  afternoon.  Nobody 
seems  to  remember  with  certainty 
what  really  happened. 


Electrical  Wiener  Roast 


The  nurses  showed  up  in  good 
form  for  the  Electrical  Eng’s 
Wiener  Roast;  however  the  turn  out 
of  Engineers  was  sadly  lacking.  For 
those  hardy  few  who  ignored  the 
cloudy  skies  and  came  out  to  Ward’s 
Island,  it  was  a passable  night. 
Needless  to  say  there  was  plenty  of 
food  (?)  and  everyone  there  had 
come  prepared  for  the  cold. 

After  dusk,  rowsing  choruses  of 


Row-Row-Row  Your  Boat  and  Old 
McDonald’s  Farm  were  heard 
floating  away  in  the  air  along  with 
the  smoke  from  the  camp  fire. 
These  toe-tapping  tunes  were  too 
hard  to  resist  and  those  who  could 
were  soon  dancing  in  a ring  around 
the  fire. 

All  in  all,  it  would  have  been  an 
exciting  night  had  more  people 
shown  up  to  aid  in  island  festivities. 


UNIVERSITY 

BOOKROOM 


Hewlett-Packard 
pocket  calculators 
—for  people  who 
need  more  than 


the  ordinary 


32  pre-programmed  functions  ...  an  addressable  memory  . . . 
and  famous  HP  quality — all  in  a unit  so  small 
it  comfortably  fits  in  a shirt  pocket. 


159.00 

Plus  Tax 


Full  register  arithmetic 


Register  arithmetic — The  HP-21  has 
an  addressable  memory  for  storing 
constants  or  other  data,  for  use  later 
on  in  a calculation.  Any  of  the  four 
arithmetic  operations  may  be  per- 
formed directly  upon  this  stored  data. 


Plus  other  quality  IIP  features 

The  HP-21  also  includes  a four- 
register  stack,  which  makes  possible 
the  famous  RPN  "computer  logic" 
system  (see  pages  20,  21). 

Light-emitting  diode  display — 
Recessed  for  better  contrast  in 
harsh  lighting.  Displays  up  to  10 
significant  digits  (eight  plus  two- 
digit  exponent  in  scientific  notation), 
and  appropriate  signs.  Two  selectable 
display  modes:  fixed  point,  with 
automatic  overflow  and  underflow 
into  scientific,  and  scientific  with  a 
dynamic  range  of  10'*  to  10-”.  Auto- 
matic decimal  point  positioning. 
Selective  round-off:  range:  0-10  (in 
scientific.  0-8).  "ERROR"  appearing 
In  display  indicates  improper 
operation.  Lighted  decimal  points 
indicate  low  battery  condition. 


Functions  and  features 

Keyboard  commands: 

Trigonometric  functions:  2 angular 
modes  • Sin  x • Arc  sin  x • Cos  x • 
Arc  cos  x • Tan  x • Arc  tan  x • 
Rectangular  coordinates.-*-^  Polar 
coordinates 

Logarithmic  functions:  Log  x • Ln  x • 
e* • 10* 

Other  functions:  y*  • Vx  • 1 /x  • rr  • 
Register  arithmetic  • Addition, 
subtraction,  multiplication  or  division 
in  serial,  mixed  serial,  chain  or  mixed 
chain  calculations 
Data  storage  and  positioning 
operations:  Data  entry  • 

Stack  roll  down  • x.  y interchange  • 
Data  storage  • Data  recalf  • Change 
sign  • Exponent  entry 

Memory: 

4-register  stack  • Addressable 
memory 

Specifications: 

Power:  AC:  115  or  230  V,  ±10%, 

50-60  Hz  • Battery:  350  mw  nickel- 
cadmium  rechargeable  battery  pack 
Weight:  HP-21 : 6 ounces  (170  g)  with 
battery  pack  • Recharger:  5 ounces 
(142  g)  • Shipping  weight:  Approx. 

1 Vz  lbs.  (680  g) 

Dimensions:  Length:  5.1  inches 
(13.0  cm)  • Width:  2.7  inches  (6.18 
cm)  • Height:  1.2  inches  (3.0  cm) 
Operating  temperature  range:  32°  F 
to  113°  F (0°  C to  45°  C) 


The  HP-21  outfit  includes. 

HP-21  Scientific  Pocket  Calculator  • 
Rechargeable  battery  pack  • 
115/230  V AC  adapter/recharger  • 
Soft  carrying  case  • Illustrated 
Owner's  Handbook 


The  HP-21  is  the  lowest-priced 
scientific  pocket  calculator  HP  offers, 
yet  it  has  all  the  functions  and 
features  you'd  expect  to  find  in  a 
scientific  pocket  calculator — even 
more  than  in  the  HP-35. 


More  trigonometric  capabilities 


Coordinate  conversions — Convert 
polar  coordinates  to  rectangular 
coordinates,  or  vice  versa.  This  lets 
you  do  vector  arithmetic  quickly  and 
easily. 


DEG 


RAD 


Angular  mode  selection — Just  flip  a 
switch  to  perform  trig  operations  in 
either  of  two  angular  modes:  degrees 
or  radians.  You  can  also  convert 
angles  from  one  mode  to  the  other 
push-button  'ast. 


SIN 


SIN- 


COS 


Standard  trig  functions — The  HP-21 
gives  you  all  of  the  standard  trig 
functions:  Sin  x,  Arc  sin  x,  Cos  x. 
Arc  cos  x,  Tan  x and  Arc  tan  x. 


Logarithmic  capabilities 


ex 

' 

LN 

LOG 

10x 

Standard  log  functions — The  HP-21 
also  gives  you  all  of  the  standard  log 
functions:  log  x,  In  x.  e*  and  10*. 
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Rufus 
Revealed  - 

(No  Shit!) 

(GUPI)  - SEAHAM,  ENGLAND  - 
This  tiny  British  mining  town  was 
brought  abruptly  into  the  world's 
view  last  spring  with  the 
announcement  by  a group  of 
renowned  archeologists  of  the 
discovery  of  the  country’s  first 
pyramid. 

Excavation  began  soon  after  the 
discovery  in  the  town  cesspool 
which  for  centuries  has  been  the 
open  sewage  receptacle  of  Seaham 
and  neighbouring  communities.  The 
pyramid  was  discovered  when  it 
was  noted  that  large  amounts  of 
sand  were  working  to  the  surface  of 
the  Bog  which  normally  has  a 100% 
waste  content  Further 
investigation  was  instigated  when 
certain  precious  stones  appeared  in 
the  sediment  tank  at  the  town 
sewage  treatment  plant.  When  it 
was  ascertained  that  none  of  the 
townsfolk  made  precious  stones  a 
staple  part  of  their  diet,  drainage  of 
the  bog  began. 

After  three  months  of  drainage 
and  fourteen  10-man  crews,  the 
pyramid  was  desludged.  Standing  a 
full  900  cubits  high,  and  made  from 
huge  limestone  blocks,  the  Seaham 
Pyramid,  asit  is  now  known 
(townspeople  affectionately  refer  to 
it  as  the  “brick  Shithouse”),  is 
virtually  identical  to  those 
pyramids  of  the  great  Egyptian 
Pharoahs. 

Documents  and  articles  found 
within  the  pyramid  have  brought  an 
about  face  to  Britain’s  ancestral 
history.  Historians  now  declare 
with  100%  certainty  that  King 
Rufus,  found  within,  was  the  true 
first  king  of  England  and  Brittany. 
Egbert,  previously  thought  to  hold 
this  position,  was  in  true  fact  a 
bastard  son  of  Rufus,  whose  lust  for 
power  was  so  huge  that  he 
imprisoned  his  father,  court,  and  all 
evidence  of  his  reign  in  the  tomb 
thereby  contributing  to  Rufus’s 
death. 

Work  continues  in  the  pyramid 
despite  constant  flushings  from  the 
open  sewer  pipes  protruding  from 
the  excavation  walls  and  still  in 
very  frequent  use. 


King  Rufus  1 and  his  pet  dog,  Ruf. 


MONEY 


The  yearbook  needs 
ads. 

There  is  a ten  per  cent 
commission  for 
obtaining  them. 

Call  928-2917  and  ask 
for  Steve  Godfrey  or 
Jan. 


lx?/ 


Since  our  last  issue,  the 
University  of  Toronto 
administration  has  in  its  typical 
insanity  opened  a daily  noon  pub  at 
the  Engineering  Annex.  (We  won't 
even  mention  the  SAC  disaster. ) It's 
open  from  noon  to  two,  and  beer  is 
an  excessive  65c  a bottle,  though  the 
selection  is  reasonable. 

If  the  Annex  is  unattractive  when 
the  beer  is  free,  it’s  downright 
repulsive  when  you  have  to  pay  that 
much.  The  only  time  we  found  it 
worth  visiting  (had  we  been  in  the 
mood)  was  on  election  day,  when  it 
was  the  only  place  in  Ontario  that 
was  open  — and  even  that  didn't  last 
very  long.  I can’t  for  the  life  of  me 
figure  out  why  anyone  would  waste 
his/her/  their  time  there,  let  alone 
money. 

ENGINEERING  ANNEX  ( V2  - 
revised ) 

BEER:  Beer 

SUMMARY:  You're  out  of  your 
mind. 

Out  of  the  ordinary  in  many 
respects  is  the  York  Room.  (No 
relation)  Firstly,  we  have  to  keep 
the  location  secret  to  keep  out  the 


hordes  of  uncouth  plebs  who  would 
otherwise  ruin  its  discreet  charm 
and  rustic  simplicity.  Secondly,  it's 
nowhere  near  our  usual  haunts. 
Thirdly,  no  one  would  believe  it 
anyway. 

The  York  Room  is  as  close  to  the 
beer  drinker’s  conception  of  heaven 
as  we  have  ever  come.  There  is  an 
enormous  variety  of  excellent  beers 
(though  the  range  of  brands  is 
surprisingly  limited,  but  that’s 
another  story)  — and  it’s  all  free! 
Free  beer  alone  is  not  enough  to 
make  a perfect  spot,  as  witnessed 
by  the  Engineering  Annex 
(reviewed  last  issue),  but  the  York 
Room  has  indeed  captured  that 
essential  atmosphere. 

The  waiters  are  all  incredibly 
helpful  and  even  quite  eager  to 
serve  (although  we  noticed  that  a 
few  could  use  a little  more 
experience)  and  display  a sort  of 
spontaneous  enthusiasm  that  is 
more  reminiscent  of  a salesman  on 
holiday  than  your  typical  beer 
slopper.  Sometimes,  you  don't  even 
have  to  ask  — more  than  once  we 
were  offered  a fresh  one  before  we 
were  finished  the  current  bottle. 


(Draft  was  also  available,  though 
we  neglected  to  sample  it. ) 

When  you  get  your  drink,  you 
have  the  option  of  relaxing  in  the 
wonderfully  deep  leather  couches 
in  front  of  a real  roaring  fire,  or 
trying  your  hand  at  any  of  several 
different  TV-tennis  games  (all  of 
which  have  been  conveniently  hot- 
wired). The  music  is  unusual  but 
quite  appropriate;  what  appears  to 
be  a live  piano  player  belts  out  a 
variety  of  ragtime  type  tunes.  (We 
couldn’t  find  a coin  slot  or  select 
buttons  anywhere,  but  a bit  of  beer 
or  a bit  of  heavy  breathing  from  the 
companion  worked  wonders). 

If  that’s  not  enough,  there’s  also  a 
superb  Italian  dinner  thrown  in  as 
well. 

As  I said  before,  you  probably 
don’t  believe  all  this  — but  then,  you 
don’t  have  to.  Our  only  complaint 
about  the  York  Room  (and  a minor 
one  at  that)  is  about  the  relatively 
early  closing  hour. 

Well,  c’estla  vie. 

THE  YORK  ROOM  <*****) 

BEER:  The  best  (domestic) 
SUMMARY:  Incredible. 


vr  • 


' ~ \ 

A student  researcher  named  Sue, 
While  studying  on  campus  brew, 
Says  the  trend  is  nou>  clear 
To  a beer  without  peer, 
Labatt’sBIue’isnowin’ 
with ‘Who’s  who  ! 

V 


Labatt’s  Blue  smiles  along  with  you 
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Nobody's  Making  You  Read  These  Jokes 


When  asked  about  the  issue  of 
permitting  whores  to  enter 
prisons  to  do  business  among 
the  sexually  frustrated  inmates, 
the  jail  warden  commented, 
"Well,  this  issue  clearly  has  its 
pros  and  cons." 


A bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two 
in  the  bush,  but  a hand  in  the 
bird's  bush  is  best  of  all. 


Doctor:  (with  stethoscope)  Big 
breaths. 

Female  Patient:  Yeth,  and  I'm 
not  yet  thixteen! 


Did  you  hear  the  one  about  the 
Medsman  who  walked  into  the 
hospital  ward  with  a clipboard 
and  a rectal  thermometer, 
demanding  to  know  which 
asshole  had  his  pen. 


Nurses  recently  sought  a raise. 
They  claimed  they  had  been 
reduced  to  panhandling. 


THE  YEAR 


OF 

SPRINGSTEEN. 


$4.67 


It's  finally  happening.  Suddenly,  aller  all  those 
years  of  work,  Bruce  Springsteen  Is  becoming 
the  ma|or  star  he's  always  deserved  to  be. 

His  first  two  albums  and  his  appearances  all 
over  the  country  have  generated  universal  ac- 
claim In  underground,  ovorground  and  every 
type  of  newspaper  and  magazine  from  Rolling 
Stone  to  The  New  York  Times. 


On  Columbia  Records  and  Tapes. 


ONE  FLIGHT  HIGH 
#6  BLOCH  WEST 
TORONTO.  CANADA 
921-6555 


AND 

NOW  OPEN 
ON  CAMPUS 
ERINDALE  COLLEGE 
CROSSROADS  BLDG. 
RM.  19 


Football  Quote:  Ok  team,  go  out 
there  and  kick  the  shit  out  of 
them.  Remember,  if  you  shove 
that  ball  up  their  asses,  it's 
them  that's  going  to  dirty  their 
hands  pulling  it  out. 


Once  upon  a time,  there  were 
two  Jocks  on  a liferaft  in  the 
middle  of  the  ocean,  starving 
since  they  hadn't  eaten  for 
weeks.  Suddenly,  they  spotted  a 
corpse  floating  along  in  the 
water,  so  they  hauled  it  on 
board.  One  of  the  guys  was  so 
hungry  that  he  tore  off  a leg  and 
started  eating  it,  maggots  and 
all.  The  other  Jock  turned  away 
in  disgust.  The  first  one  soon 
had  eaten  all  he  could,  and 
settled  back  to  digest  it,  but 
soon  felt  very,  very  sick.  Sure 
enough,  a few  minutes  later  he 
was  sick  all  over  the  place, 
whereupon  the  other  Jock's  face 
lit  up  and  he  said,  "Ah,  just 
what  I've  been  waiting  for  — a 
hot  meal !" 


Artsman  (to  Prof.):  I don't 
think  I deserved  this  zero  on  my 
essay. 

Prof.:  Neither  do  I,  but  it's 
the  lowest  mark  we've  got. 


Artsman  don't  use  icecubes  any 
more:  they  keep  forgetting  the 
recipe. 


Clubs  for  Artsmen  should  be 
permitted  ...  but  only  if  kindness 
fails. 


A sign  over  a body  rub  parlor: 
We're  Never  Clothed. 


A male  engineer  thinks  the  knob 
at  the  end  of  his  cock  is  to  give 
the  woman  pleasure. 

A woman  engineer  thinks  the 
knob  at  the  end  of  a cock  is  to 
give  the  man  pleasure. 

An  artsie  thinks  the  knob  at  the 
end  of  his  cock  is  to  keep  his 
hand  from  slipping  off. 


There  was  a young  man  from 
Tahiti 

Who  went  for  a swim  with  his 
sweetie. 

As  he  pursued  her, 

A big  barracuder 

Swam  off  with  his  masculin-ity. 


Mary:  Have  you  ever  been 
picked  up  by  the  fuzz? 

Sherry:  No,  but  I bet  it  hurts 
like  Hell! 


Why  is  a passionate  kiss  like  a 
spider? 

Both  lead  to  the  undoing  of  the 

fly. 


This  Women's  Lib  thing  has 
gone  too  far!  About  the  only 
place  a man  can  hold  his  own  is 
in  front  of  a urinal ! 


What's  the  difference  between  a 
sin  and  a shame? 

It's  a sin  to  put  it  in;  it's  a 
shame  to  take  it  out. 


Whats  the  difference  between  a 
miniature  circus  and  a 
Broadway  chorus  line? 

A circus  is  an  array  of  cunning 
stunts. 


"Who  died?"  asked  the  stranger 
at  the  funeral. 

"I  think  it's  that  one  over  there 
in  the  coffin,"  replied  the 
Artsman. 


There  was  this  Artsie  failure 
(redundancy??)  who  decided 
that  life  was  no  longer  worth 
living.  So  he  threw  himself  in 
front  of  a parked  car. 


Nymphomaniacal  Alice 

Used  a dynamite  stick  for  a 

phallus; 

They  found  her  vagina 

in  North  Carolina 

And  half  of  her  ass-hole  in 

Dallas. 


A pansy  by  name  of  Ben  Bloom 
Took  a lesbian  up  to  his  room. 
They  talked  the  whole  night 
As  to  who  had  the  right 
To  do  what,  with  which,  and  to 
whom. 


A new  doctor  has  just  arrived  at 
the  insane  asylum,  and  he 
decides  to  take  a personal  tour 
of  his  floor.  He  steps  into  the 
first  room,  to  discover  a guy 
with  a dead  budgie  stapled  to  his 
right  shoulder.  The  doctor 
naturally  inquires  as  to  what  is 
taking  place,  and  the  patient 
says,  "I'm  Blackbeard  the 
Pirate,  and  this  is  Polly,  my 
parrot."  "I  see,"  says  the 
doctor,  and  he  goes  off  to 
another  room,  only  to  find  a 
greasy  fellow,  carrying  a 
protest  sign,  and  chewing  the 
closet  doorknob.  The  doctor 
asks,  "And  who  are  you?" 
"Why,  I'm  an  artsman,  and  I'm 
cramming  for  finals,  so  please 
leave."  "Sorry",  replies  the 
doctor,  who  moves  off  to  his 
third  and  final  room.  He  opens 
the  door  to  find  a guy 
completely  naked,  reclining  on 
his  back,  with  a tremendous 
erection.  Balanced  at  the  end  of 
his  erection  is  a peanut.  The 
doctor  can't  figure  out  who  this 
guy  is  supposed  to  be,  so  he 
asks,  "Who  are  you  supposed  to 
be?"  To  which  comes  the  reply, 
"Why,  no  one.  I'm  just  fuckin' 
nuts!" 
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TOIKEOIKE 


October  2,  1975 


Sat.  Oct.  4/75 
Hart  House  - South 
Dining  Room  12:00  PM. 
Luncheon  (FREE!!) 
for  all  members  of  the 
Engineering  Society 
Council.  Come  out  and 
meet  your  buds.  Eat, 
drink  (beer  and  wine) 
and  get  mary.  All 
official  (and  unofficial) 
members  are  welcome. 
Be  there! ! 


CALCULATORS 

Student  Specials 

Commodore  SR  37  Now  Only  $85.50 

Full  Memory,  +,  x,  -,  sin,  cos,  tan,  arc,,/-,  'if, 
log,  In,  x2,  1/x,  x-y,  y\  ex,  ((  )),  expodential, 
scientific  notation,  d/r,  large  10  + 2 digit 
readout.  Rechargeable  Ni-Cad  Batteries  plus 
A/C  Adaptor  and  Carrying  Case. 

Texas  Instrument  SR  50A  Now  Only  $1 15.00 

All  above  features,  plus  x!  Hyp,/jT,  D-R,  £ 

There  is  a limited  supply  of  the  above  units,  so 
act  fast  to  avoid  delays. 

New  From  Lloyds  E 333  Only  $59.00 

17  Function  Slide  Rule  Calculator  with  scientific 
notation  D/R,  x-M,  M-Mj,  RM,  CM,  sin,cos, 
tan,ex,  LN,  sin-1,  cos-1,  tan-1,  chnV- , l/x,TT  , 

EE,  x,  -;,  +,  -,  Large  8 digit  display.  Uses  4 
penlite  batteries,  comes  complete  with  batteries 
and  Carrying  Case. 

A/C  Adaptor  available  at  $5.95 

We  also  have  special  prices  for  students  on 
Typewriters,  Desks,  Chairs,  etc. 

PHONE  363-8291 

or  come  to 

Johnston  Office  Equipment  Ltd 

273  Queen  Street  West 

Toronto,  Ontario 


Have  You  Sinned? 


If  so,  then  go  to  church  on  Sunday. 

If  not,  then  you’ll  probably  want  to  go  to  this  party  before  it’s  too  late. 


A PARTY  IN  THREE  ACTS 

WHEN:  Saturday,  October  4,  1975 

WHERE:  15  Dundonald  St.  (off  Yonge,  1st  north  of  Wellesley) 

Apt.  1201  (Ask  Maurice  the  Doorman  for  Jim-Bob’s  place). 


ACT  1 
ACT  2 
ACT  3 


Replay  of  SkuleNite7T4  (it  was  good),  From  2 PM  to  5 PM 

Replay  of  Skule  Nite7T5  (it  was  great),  From  6 PM  to  9 PM 

Whoopee  making  from  9 PM  until  death  do  us  part.  It’s  BYOL(iquor).  We  supply 

beer. 


EP1LOQUE:  For  further  information  phone  Mike  Henry  at  928-2605 
* Note : All  of  the  above  will  be  surrounded,  interspersed,  and  supplemented  by  the  writing 
and  organising  of  Skule  Nite  7T6. 

**Also  Note:  You  may  attend  for  any  or  all  of  the  above  acts.  This  is  to  allow  for  those  of 
you  who  have  acts  of  your  own  to  perform  (NUDGE,  NUDGE ). 


We  want  to  attract  new  people  to 
the  show  and  introduce  them  to  the 
legendary  esprit  de  corp  that  has 
become  tradition  among  Skule  Nite 
cast  and  crew  (just  ask  one  about 
the  Skule  Nite  rollerballing  team ). 

We  want  to  produce  a 
fantastically  entertaining  and 
brilliant  show,  to  spread  jolliness 
throughout  the  land  and  to  boldly  go 
WHERE  NO  MAN  HAS  GONE 
BEFORE! ! ...  Well,  maybe  not. 

We  need  designers,  builders, 
artists,  thinkers  (?)  labourers, 
scroungers,  managers,  partridges 
in  pear  trees,  thespians  (the 
purveyors  of  the  written  word), 
hieroglypherists  (the  writers  of  the 


purveyored  word)  and  enhancers  of 
beauty  (that  means  make-up 
people).  Judging  by  the  looks  of  last 
year’s  male  cast,  this  later  group 
will  require  substantial  talent.  Last 
year's  female  cast  (and  West) 
needed  no  help. 

The  price  of  admission  is  free  ($0) 
so  cum  out  and  see  how  you  can 
help.  No  talent  is  too  small.  The 
show  goes  on  in  February  and  will 
once  again  prove,  undeniably  and 
beyond  a shadow  of  a doubt,  that 
Mel  Brooks  is  nothing,  that  Woody 
Allen  hasn’t  got  a chance,  that 
Murray  Maikowitz  is  up  a tree,  that 
Director  Debbie  (Hoovermouth) 
Waddell  surecan  hurl  a mean 
hickey.  See  you. 


Dance  Firosh  Dance  Firosh  Dance 


On  Friday  September  12,  the 
Engineering  Society  sprung  upon 
the  unsuspecting  Flrosh  (although, 
by  now,  surely  some  of  them  were 
beginning  to  suspect  something)  the 
grand  and  glorious  spectacle  of  the 
Flrosh  Dance  (back  by  popular 
demand).  The  evening’s  musical 
diversion,  provided  for  the  dynamic 
dancing  delights  of  the  Flrosh,  was 
furnished  by  Craig  Ruhnke  and 
Band.  The  Band  consisted  of  Craig 
on  bass,  vocals  and  occasonial 
electric  piano,  a drummer  and  two 
guitarists,  one  of  whom  played  bass 
during  the  interludes  when  Craig 
was  on  the  electric  piano.  The 
musical  entertainment  thus  taken 
care  of,  the  Flrosh  were  on  their 
own  to  provide  any  other  type  of 
entertainment. 

Between  sets  the  proceeding  were 
decidedly  enlivened  by  the  ritual 
judging  of  the  Hard  Hat  contest. 
With  Dave  Mathews  impartialy  in 
charge,  the  contest  proceeded.  One 
enterprising  Flrosh  was 
disqualified  for  bribing  the  judge 
with  the  bottle  of  beer  glued  to  the 
top  of  his  hard  hat.  When  he 


protested  that  the  beer  was  not  a 
bribe,  he  was  disqualified  on  those 
grounds.  The  competition  was  won 
by  “Poco”  a pseudonyrq  for  a lovely 
young  Flrosh  with  an  enlightening 
new  idea  for  a hard  hat  design. 

Further  between  sets 
entertainment  was  provided,  as  can 
be  expected,  by  the  LGMB,  with 
their  own  inimitable  style  of 
musical  merriment,  and  the  ritual 
telling  of  their  centuries  old  jokes. 
Although  the  dancing  was  fast  and 
furious  during  the  earlier  segments 
of  the  evening,  a great  many  Flrosh 
mistook  the  termination  of  the 
LGMB  performance  as  the 
conclusion  of  the  evenings’ 
festivities.  Thus,  the  remaining 
group  (comprising  mostly  of 
enterprising  upperclassmen)  were 
left  alone  on  a near  deserted  dance 
floor,  and  with  a band  having 
another  set  to  play.  This  small,  but 
lively  group  continued  the  carryings 
on,  at  least  until  the  band  had 
decided  that  it  had  had  enough  and 
desisted  from  further  musical 
involvement  with  their 
instruments,  bringing  the  evening 
to  a satisfactory  conclusion. 


From:  The  Brute  Force  Committee  (Defense  Dept. ) 
To : All  Toronto  Press 


Brute  Farce 


The  University  of  Toronto 
Engineering  Society  Brute  Force 
Committee,  which  does  not  exist, 
never  has  existed,  and  never  shall 
exist,  emphatically  denies  that  any 
members  of  this  non-existent 
Committee  committed  any  of  the 
following  acts  on  Friday, 
September  26th. 

1.  At  19:30  hours  the  mythical 
Chief  of  this  ficticious  Committee 
outlined  the  plan  to  his  band. 

2.  At  20:30  hours  (33  seconds 
ahead  of  schedule)  the  lowly  Frosh 
began  preparing  an  incredible 
arsenal.  One  by  one  all  583.2 
balloons  were  filled. 

3.  At  22:37  hours  the  first 
Queensman  was  sighted  and 
appropriately  overcome  by  a 
shower  of  water  bombs. 

4.  Arrived  at  Nathan  Phillips 
Square  at  00:03  hours  for  a 
reconaissance  mission  which 
revealed  a high  density  of 
Queensmen  loitering  about  and 
disturbing  the  Queen  Street 
destitutes. 

5.  Returned  at  00:30  with 
reinforcements  including  a 
powerful  funnelator. 

6.  At  00:20:30  (15  seconds  behind 
schedule)  the  foot  patrol  began  to 
fire  whilst  the  funnelator  crew 
chose  an  appropriate  sniper 
position,  whereupon  they  began 
with  unmatched  skill  and  accuracy 
to  pitch  off  Queensmen,  thus 
panicking  the  lowly  masses. 

7.  Proceeded  at  01:30  to  cruise 
about  campus  soaking  any  and 
every  yellow  jacket  who  dared  walk 
the  hallowed  lanes  of  U.  of  T. 
Furthermore  the  Chief,  a non- 
existent mythical  god,  claims  that 
any  statement  made  in  this 
mythical  release  are  purely 
mythical,  never  happened  and 
never  will  happen  again  before  the 
next  Queens  game. 
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HEIDI  GOES  DOWN  ...  ERIC  MUFFS  IT 


NOTE:  The  title  of  this  article  is 
totally  false  and  misleading,  but  we 
just  couldn’t  resist  it. 

Heidi  went  up  in  a small  airplane 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life  last 
Sunday.  She  obviously  didn’t  like  it 
much  since  she  abrubtly  left  at  2500 
feet.  Being  a true  gentleman,  I 
naturally  had  to  follow. 

The  whole  mess  started  a couple 
ofweeks  ago  when  we  got  a call 
from  a parachute  school  (see  plug 
elsewhere  on  this  page)  regarding 
advertising  in  the  Toike.  These  guys 
are  no  dummyies;  rather  than 
paying  our  exorbitant  rates  for  a 
miniscule  ad  theyoffered  a free 
jump  course  in  exchange  for  this 
ver_  rge  article. 

Wc  i,  if  it’s  free  I'm  game  for 
almost  anything,  so  we  soon  found 
ourselves  enrolled  in  the  beginners’ 
course.  At  ground  school  inToronto 
we  learned  everything  from  the 
basics  (“This  is  a parachute,  it 
hangs  up  fromyour  harness  and 
tends  to  move  in  a downward 
direction”)  to  what  to  do  in  an 
emergency  (“Dial  ’O'  ”).  The 
theory  is  minimal,  asyou  might 
expect,  so  we  spent  most  of  the  time 
relentlessly  running  through  the 
steps  to  follow  during  any  possible 
combination  of  jump,  fall,  and 
bounce. 

As  anyone  who  has  been  around 
here  a while  knows,  classroom 
lectures  are  an  extremely 
inefficient  teaching  medium  (to  be 
charitable  about  it).  On  Sunday 
morning  we  dragged  ourselves  from 
bed  at  some  ungodly  hour,  and  by 
9:30  we  were  at  the  jump  site  in 
Cameron  (near  Lindsay). 
Naturally,  we  weren't  ready  to 
jump  yet  — we  spent  most  ofthe  day 
watching  the  other  students 
(“There,  now  that  was  a bad 
landing"),  undergoing  rigorous 
physical  training  (‘‘Two 
pushups!”),  and  more  drill  (not  to 
mention  whathappened  out  behind 
the  bam).  The  most  interesting  part 
of  the  course  is  learning  how  to  fall 
properly,  and  it’s  sort  of  fun  — 


we’re  now  both  expert  at  falling  off 
our  feet  and  small  buildings  at  a 
single  bound.  As  you  might  expect, 
we  spent  almost  as  much  time 
trying  to  learn  how  to  get  out  of  the 
plane  in  the  first  place  (you  have  to 
be  careful  not  to  slip  and  fall ...). 


All  of  this  is  fine,  but  the  actual 
jump  bears  about  as  much 
resemblance  to  the  training  as  your 
Math  exam  does  to  the  course.  We 
were  carefully  fitted  into  our  main 
and  backup  parachutes 
(guaranteednot  to  fail,  or  your 
money  cheerfully  refunded)  and 
gently  herded  into  the  plane.  For 
anyone  that  has  flown  in  a 4-seater 
Cessna  with  no  door  or  seats  before, 
the  flight  is  routine  and  you  have  a 
wonderful  chance  to  enjoy  the  view. 

All  too  soon,  though,  the 
jumpmaster  gives  the  ready  signal. 

I don’t  know  why, but  for  some 
reason  Heiditookher  time  climbing 
out  the  door.  You're  supposed  to  put 
your  right  foot  on  the  step,  grab 
onto  the  wing  strut,  put  your  left 
foot  on  the  wheel,  then  swing  out 
under  the  wing.  The  foot  on  the 
wheel  is  important  since  the  pilot 
can  help  first  jumpers  to  leave  by 
taking  her  foot  off  the  brakes  and 
letting  the  wheel  spin  freely.  Heidi 
claims  she  had  trouble  with  the  60 
MPH  breeze,  but  at  any  rate  she 
finally  got  out  and  ready  — but  she 
forgot  to  pose  for  a picture. 

Surprisingly  enough,  the  actual 
jump  is  probably  the  easiest  part  of 
the  whole  course.  The  jumpmaster 
said  “GO!”,  and  she  went  (know 


Eagerly,  I sat  up  late  Saturday 
night  honing  my  custom  made 
cromalloy-tungsten  hunting  knife, 
the  one  with  the  zircon  encrusted 
pearl  handle,  to  the  sharpest  edge 
the  world  has  seen  since  Wilkinson 
bonded.  Tomorrow  was  the  big  day, 
the  day  I would  replace  those  two 
imitation  puppets  masquerading  as 
the  editors  of  our  beloved  T*ike!  I 
was  enchanted  with  thoughts  of 
power  and  prestige  which  are 
associated  with  the  editorship.  The 
excitement  was  overwhelming! 
That  night,  sleep  was  difficult.  So 
many  things  could  prevent  the 
successful  completion  of  my  divine 
task  but,  if  everything  went 
according  to  plan  ...  oh  joy! 
rapture! 

Sunday  morning  as  Heidi,  Eric 
and  I drove  to  Lindasy,  a devious 
plan  of  action  was  forming  in  my 
mind.  Just  before  Heidi  and  Eric 
donned  their  parachutes,  I would 
cause  the  lines  attaching  the  chute 
to  the  harness  to  fray  to  the  point  of 
breaking  using  the  afore-mentioned 
cromalloy-tungsten  hunting  knife 
with  the  zircon  encrusted  pearl 
handle.  Slyly,  I was  able  to  conceal 
any  trace  of  emotion  upon  my  face 


which  might  have  given  away  the 
heinous  plot. 

After  we  reached  the  drop  zone,  I 
calmly  went  about  obtaining  a 
suntan  in  order  to  look  my  best  at 
the  coronation  ceremony  which 
would  install  me  as  keeper  of  the 
great  seal  of  editor.  Visions  of 
velvet  and  ermine  danced  through 
my  head.  Meanwhile,  the  two 
puppets  were  busily  practising  the 
roll  they  thought  they  were  to  use  on 
landing.  Had  they  known  what  was 
in  store  forthemselves.  they  needn’t 
have  bothered.  Any  fool  (read 
artsie)  knows  that  at  a terminal 
velocity  of  2993385.827  cm/sec  one 
just  does  not  roll  upon  striking  the 
ground.  No  matter,  I let  them  enjoy 
themselves  practising  rolling.  They 
were  not  long  for  this  world. 

Finally,  the  hour  had  cum,  Heidi 
and  Eric  were  beckoned  forth  by 
the  instructor  to  habilitate  into  all 
the  appurtenances  of  skydiving 
regalia.  Surreptitiously,  I slid  over 
to  the  area  where  the  parachutes 
were  kept  and  unsheathed  my 
cromalloy-tungstun  hunting  knife 
with  the  zirconencrusted  handle  and 
preceeded  to  perform  the  dastardly 
deed.  Soon,  they  were  chuted  up  and 
carried  aloft  in  the  Cessna  172  jump 


plane.  Mere  minutes  later,  the 
plane  reached  the  dropping  point. 
As  I watched  through  a telephoto 
lens,  I saw  a body  clamber  out  of 
the  aircraft.  My  heart  raced  wildly. 
Seconds  from  now  I would  be 
assistant  editor  and  seconds  after 
that,  editor!  I instantly  envisioned 
two  crimson  splotches  side  by  side 
in  a freshly  plowed  field  of  dark 
earth. 

Heidi  jumped  and  I was 
immediately  filled  with  a strange 
feeling  of  accomplishment.  To  my 
horror,  something  went  awry  and 
the  chute  opened  and  didn’t 
separate  from  the  harness,  and  a 
veteran  jumper  beside  me  said, 
“How  about  that!  Another  one 
worked.  ' Momentarily,  I was 
amazed  to  see  that  Eric  had  jumped 
and  that  his  chute  had  also  worked. 
Rats  damn!  damn  rats!  oh  woe!  oh 
misery!  failed!  'curses  foiled. 
Shortly  thereafter,  while  in  the 
depths  of  despair  I overheard  Heidi 
and  Eric  say  that  they  had  enjoyed 
the  jump  and  wanted  to  jump  again 
on  another  day.  Quickly,  a cruel, 
sinister  smile  flashed  on  my  mouth. 
Another  chance  I gleefully  thought, 
only  this  time,  no  foul-ups! 


what  I mean?).  You're  supposed  to 
kick  back  and  out,  but  I just  sort  of 
let  go  when  it  was  my  turn. 

To  reduce  the  turnover  of 
students,  the  first  jumps  are  made 
with  a “static  line”  (which  is  a 
strap,  not  a line  that  is  about  as 
static  as  the  airplane).  The  static 
line  not  only  pulls  the  ripcord;  it 
also  helpfully  pulls  the  parachute 
out  of  its  bag. 

It  takes  about  IV2  seconds  for  the 
parachute  to  inflate  and  start 
slowing  you  down  — quite  an 
interesting  period  if  you’re  falling 
like  a limp  mop  (as  I was)  instead 
of  the  way  you’ resupposed  to.  The 
experience  is  indescribable  — but 
so  is  the  (weak)  shock  when  you 
feel  that  the  chute  has  opened. 

Once  I started  breathing  again,  I 
began  to  follow  the  drill  and 
inspected  the  canopy  (yes,  it  is 
there!  1.  This  is  the  one  point  in  the 
jump  where  you  might  get  to  do  a 
high  altitude  “Ahhhhhhh  SHIT! ! !”, 
since  if  the  lines  are  tangled  you 
can’t  steer  the  bugger  so  you  have 
to  switch  over  to  your  auxiliary 
parachute.  Unfortunately,  we  were 
both  stuck  with  good  chutes  — 
maybe  next  time. 

The  ride  down  is  sheer  bliss.  With 
a full  canopy,  you  are  comfortably 
cradled  in  the  harness  and  feel 
almost  no  sense  of  motion.  The  view 
is  fantastic,  especially  on  a glorious 
day  like  Sunday  — you  can  see 
autumnleaves  turning  colour  for 
miles  The  ride  down  is  more  than 
sightseeing;  you’re  expected  to 
steer  the  parachute  into  the  target 
zone  (the  ground  instructor  uses 
arrow  to  tell  you  which  way  to  head 
at  all  times  — you’re  not  supposed 


to  land  on  top  of  him).  Steering 
iseasy  and  responsive,  through  my 
chute  did  have  a tendency  to  pull  to 
the  left.  (Better  check  the 
suspension  . .. ) 

Heidi  and  I both  decided  that  we 
had  had  enough  of  the  target  zone  in 
the  morning,  so  we  headed  instead 
for  some  fields  across  the  road. 
Despite  what  others  may  say,  this 
was  by  conscious  decision  and  not 
by  accident  — you’d  have  to  be  sort 
of  dumb  to  prefer  well  packed 
pasture  to  freshly  harrowed  earth. 

The  landing  itself  was  the  easiest 
(and  softest)  I had  all  day  — a 
gentle  plop  instead  of  the  graceful 
thuds  we  had  been  doing.  I didn’t 
even  feel  any  of  the  bruises  I got 
from  the  practises. 

My  emotions  on  landing  were 
exactly  what  you’d  expect:  a sense 
of  great  disappointment  that  the 
jump  was  over  soquickly. 

Subsequent  jumps  are  $10  ($4  a 
minute! ),  and  the  beginners’  course 
is  $55  if  you’re  not  a Toike  editor. 

Will  we  jump  again?  Dumb 
question. 


For  Information  Call 

or  write 

Canadian  Parabatic  Team 
P.O.  Box  235,  Thornhill, 
Ontario 

Phone  (416)  362-0102 
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Aquatics 

Get  the  fish  in  your  class  together 
for  the  annual  class  water-polo 
tournament.  To  enter  for  the  $35 
first  — and  $15  runner-up-prizes, 
sign  the  list  in  the  aquatics  mailbox 
by  the  Stores.  The  tournament  will 
be  held  on  Saturday,  Oct.  18  from  10 
to  12  AM  at  Hart  House  — that 
leaves  two  hours  to  devour  the  prize 
money  before  the  Homecumming 
Kickoff. 

...  Mucho Gracias 
Bill  Chisholm 
Aquatics  Commissioner 

Hockey 

Anyone  interested  in  playing 
Engineering  Hockey  this  year  is 
asked  to  please  attend  tryouts 
which  will  begin  at  Varsity  Arena 
on  Wednesday  October  8/75  from  12  - 
2 PM.  Please  wear  full  equipment. 
There  are  two  Engineering  teams 
so  don't  be  afraid  to  come  out.  This 
includes  all  you  First  Year 
Atheletes.  “SEE  YOU  ON  THE 
ICE” 

Intcrfac  Soccer 

Friday’s  Interfac  soccer  game 
showed  the  demise  of  St.  Mike’s 
soccer  team  to  the  much  more 
powerful  engineers,  but  more 
important  it  saw  the  emergence  of 
mystery  woman,  ‘'Debbie’’.  The 
game  which  the  engineers  took  2-1 


could  have  easily  seen  the  engineers 
ahead  20-1  were  it  not  for  the 
brilliant  antics  of  the  opposing 
team’s  goalie.  The  game  was  tied  1- 
1 when  Coach  Lombardi  (no 
relation  to  Vince)  made  his  move  of 
the  game  sending  out  “naked  man’’. 
Twenty  minutes  later  the  engineers 
scored  the  game-winning  goal.  The 
star  of  the  game  had  to  be  John 
Mackasey  (because  he’s  the 
commissioner). 

Track 

There  is  still  time  to  sign  up  for 
the  interfac  track  championship  but 
do  it  today.  The  deadline  Is 
tomorrow  at  5 : 00.  If  we  hope  to  win, 
we  need  bodies  The  meet  is  Tues. 
Oct.  7 so  come. 

In  addition  there  are  relay  meets 
on  Oct.  14  and  cross  urban  runs 
every  Thursday. 

PARTICIPATE  ! 

P.S.  Speak  to  Steve  Godfrey  about 
the  free  T-shirt  you  will  get  if  you 
participate. 


U of  T Students  Chapter  of  the 

American  Nuclear  Society  First 

open  meeting  for  74-75 

Mon.  Oct.  6th  - 12:00  noon  - Walberg 

Bldg.  - Rm.  242  New  members 

especially  welcome 

Find  out  about  the  field  trips,  films, 

guest  speakers,  etc.  planned  for  the 

coming  year. 


Yearbook 

Cover 

Contest 

Submit 
your  entries 
in  black  ink 
on  a white 
background 

by 

Tues.  Oct.  14 

The  prize  is 
a ticket 
to 

the  Cannonball 
plus  $25 


ENGINEERS!! 


Thought  About  A Career 
With  The 

Federal  Government? 

For  information  on  the  excellent  opportunities 
available,  visit  the  Career  Counselling  and 
Placement  Centre.  344  Bloor  St.  W . 4th  Floor, 
phone  928-2537 


DEADLINE  FOR  APPLICATIONS 
IS  OCTOBER  14th 

so  hurry  1 1 


CLCAR.  JdD  (3pP)p/ 

FORTHE  Nth  ANNUAL 

ENGINEERING 

CAR  RALLY!! 

SUNDAY  OCT.  5,1975 

10:00  AM  IN  FRONT  OF  CONVOCATION  HALL 
$5.00  / COUPLE  (Driver  & Navigator  must  be  opposite  sex  Unless  they're  Married) 

INCLUDES  - Wine  & Cheese  - Trophy  - 1st,  2nd,  AND  3rd  Prizes 

Y'ALL  CUM  NOW!! 

Tickets  On  Sale  Mon.  Sept.  29  At  the  Stores 


Queens 

Caper 

A mythical  van  rolled  up  in  front 
of  Wallburger.  The  Mickey  Mice 
smelled  something  in  the  air.  No,  it 
wasn’t  a well-known  math 
professor.  It  was,  as  the  reports 
seem  to  verify,  a mythical  band  of 
kamikaze  B.F.C.  which  had  formed 
in  front  of  the  annex.  Yes,  last 
Friday,  the  night  before  the  Nth 
Annual  Queens  vs.  Toronto  football 
game,  the  Queen’s  supporters  were 
to  congregate  at  Nathan  Phillips 
Square  for  a superfluous  “Oil  her 
thighs  and  Bang  her  again.’’ 
Curteous  as  ever,  the  Toronto  testes 
concluded  that  the  Queen's  must  be 
greeted  in  typical  funnelator 
fashion.  So  with  400  balloons 
appropriately  filled,  25  eager 
marauders  also  appropriately  filled 
and  two  non-existent  marshals,  a 
well-marked  mythical  van  set  off 
for  downtown  (Rule  No.  1:  Thou 
shalt  not  sing  “Ratshit”  at  the 
corner  of  Bay  and  Dundas  when 
stopped  at  a red  light  with  25  people 
in  a 10  person  van.  Blush ! ) 

They  were  only  3 hours  early.  It 
only  meant  more  time  to  fortify. 
After  forty,  and  well  forty-fied,  the 
casualties  were  counted.  There 
were  none!  How  Timbers  got  a 
chair  out  of  a pub  we  ll  never  know. 
And  West  turned  green. 

Cruising  began.  Rolling  slyly  up 
beside  many  an  unwary 
Queensman,  the  balloons,  led  by 
greedy  Godfrey,  were  volleyed.  The 
heart  was  there  but  the  aim  wasn’t. 
Favourite  targets  included  your 
first  year  artsie  Queen's  girls,  with 
their  tarns  appropriately  displayed. 
Hernando  was  eager. 

The  witching  hour  approached. 
With  midnight  nigh,  the  boys  were 
high  and  they  did  sigh.  The 
Queensmen  were  to  give  their  final 
song  and  dance.  Funnelation  was  in 
order.  It  was  ordered  (with  a side  of 
fries).  On  the  south  ramp,  a well- 
guarded  entourage  bombarded  the 
festivities.  They  were  successful. 
Too  successful!  A futile  uprising 
was  quickly  notedand  just  as 
quickly  subdued.  And  the 
Queensman  drew  blood  as 
Hernando  turned  green.  We  ran 
with  the  fleetest  of  foot.  If  you  are 
in  authority,  disregard  these 
hallucinations  and  reactivate 
Ralph.  He’s  overdue! 
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we  steal  from  other  people. 

ar^srci  #iKi 


MASTHEAD 

Mairee  Gander  : no  comment. 

Tom  Singer:  The  jock  from  Waterloo. 

Rob  West:  Evicted  after  three  weeks. 

Jim  Podolak:  Based  on  an  origional  idea  by  Mr.  & Mrs.  Podolak. 
Ray  Jeidy : a figment  of  Eric’s  imagination. 

Paul  Baker:  a graceful  death. 

Jane  Morley:  (Rowdy)  Yea,  Mickey! 

Rose  Eng:  (Roomy  of  Rowdy ) Yea,  Mouse! 

Rave  Dobson:  Leon  Jogalwitz  lives! 

Ellen  Rochman:  Unavailable,  and  unwilling.  (I  think) 

Steve  Godfrey:  The  (harmless)  hairy  ape. 

Nick  Rizos:  I see  my  life  belongs  to  me/My  love  belongs  to  who 
can  see  it. 

Jim  Kennedy : that’s  really  heavy,  Nick. 

Roland  Skrastins:  Token  Latvian  from  Queen’s. 

Jean  Peets:  Token  Estonian. 

Doug  Gunn : Really  I am  not  here ! 

Brian  T.  Uffen : The  incredible  muffin! 

Mike  Elliot:  Blue  watermelon  conniseur. 

Bruce  Marler:  How  many  beers  did  you  say  that  was? 

Erik  Cartar:  More  beans! ! ! 

Steve  Tower : Mickey  Mouse  lives! ! 

Ed  Note:  Three  Eng.  Sci  frosh  in  a row 
Flash : Purveyor  of  the  Kentucky  Fried 

Bernard  Silgardo : I finally  made  it  on  the  masthead  (unorigional ) 
Jim  Marko:  Take  this,  Wenzel. 

Herb  Wenzel:  Veni,  vidi,  aborti. 

Dave  Jamieson:  Persona  Excellenci 

Howard  Isaac:  Yuck  U Yo-Yo 

Richard  Aaron : If  I count  to  ten,  I’d  be  decimated. 

Graham  Wideman:  This  year  I’m  going  to  finish?! 

C.M. : That’s  what  you  said  last  year. 

Hernando  Caratin:  What  Funnelator??? 

Mark  Bossi : I’m  in  Eng.  Sci? ! 

A1  Norval:  Gave  his  body  to  protect  the  goal  posts.  R.I.P. 

Eric  Hartwell : Black  and  blue  all  over  and  loving  it. 

Heidi  Breslauer : Comes  in  soft  and  easy 

Sue  Salari : Yes,  Joe,  there  really  was  a King  Rufus ! 

Holly  Hall:  Ruffing  it. 


Room  211A,  Engineering  Annex  928- 
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undergraduates  of  the  Faculty  of 
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University  of  Toronto. 


Editor  - Eric  Hartwell 
Assistant  Editor  - Heidi  Breslauer 
Managing  Editor  - Richard  Aaron 
Business  Manager  - Greg  Pimento 


We  hope  the  Toike  receives 
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COEDITORIAL 


This  issue,  in  its  own  unique  way, 
commemorates  the  passing  of 
INTERNATIONAL  WOMEN’S 
YEAR,  which  will  soon  be  over 
without  accomplishing  much  of 
anything.  However,  since  I am 
perfectly  willing  to  accept  the 
concept  of  male/ female  equality  (in 
its  place),  I am  allowing  Ms. 
Breslauer  to  coeditorialize  in  this 
space.  (Not  that  she  gets  to 
delegate  away  all  the  work.)  So 
here’s  some  more  nonsense  for  this 
already  pointless  editorial : 

Alright  you  shitheads!  When  the 
female  faction  finally  takes  over, 
not  only  will  all  economic  and 
cultural  problems  be  solved,  but 
also  all  of  you  will  be  reduced  to 
mere  sexual  chattels. 

So  who's  the  sexist  one?  Heidi  has 
some  way  with  words,  but 
unfortunately  her  libido’s  not  as  big 
as  her  mouth. 

Eric  Hartwell 
Heidi  Breslauer 
COEDITING  ON 


P.S.  There’s  an  incredible  number 
of  assholes  out  there  who  seem  to 
think  that  an  International  Women's 
Toike  is  a call  for  the  same  sort  of 
male  chauvinist  sexist  crap  the 
Toike  always  prints.  Why  can’t  you 
at  least  try  to  look  at  it  from  a more 
mature  viewpoint  for  a change? 


GODIVA’S  BOX 


Dear  David  Cassidy, 

This  is  a letter  of  recognition.  In 
your  article,  “The  Band  Blows”  in 
your  September  issue,  I recognized 
the  carefully  stolen  Monty  Python 
lines  you  used  without  giving  credit 
to  the  members  of  Monty  Python’s 
Flying  Circus,  which  include  John 
Cleese,  Grahame  Chapman,  .Eric 
Idle,  Terry  Jones  and  Carol 
Cleveland,  along  with  Terry  Gilliam 
and  Michael  Palin.  Such 
sophomoric  behaviour  is 
unbecoming  any  respectable 
publication.  This  means  it  is  right 
up  your  alley.  It  is  irritating,  but  I 
guess  you  needed  to  fill  up  the  page. 

I hope  in  the  future  you  can  stick 
to  original  Trawna  humour  or  give 
credit  where  credit  is  due.  Regional 
humour,  such  as  girls  with  7 
buttocks  and  burning  winos.  is 
excellent,  and  therefore  eliminates 
any  need  for  stealing  lines. 

I look  forward  to  unblemished 
articles  in  the  future. 

Teaser 

Sans 

Firecats. 

York  You. 


Yes,  well  ...  That’s  the  sort  of 
blinkard  phillistine  pig  ignorance 
I’ve  come  to  expect  from  you  non- 
creative  garbage.  You  sit  there  on 
your  loathsome  spotty  behinds, 
squeezing  blackheads,  not  caring  a 
tinker’s  cuss  for  the  struggling 
artist,  you  excrement! 


Dear  Sire, 

scouts  on  the  galactic  rim  report 
stellar  phenomena  displaying 
possible  black  hole  properties: 
fluctuating  Roentegen  ray 
emmision,  space-time  distortion, 
lack  of  neutron  star/pulsar  type 
radioactive  emmision,  apparent 
lack  of  postal  code  warped 
gravitational  field,  prominent 
forehead,  increased  activity  during 
mating  season.  But  then  so’s  your 
old  lady.  Report  findings 
inconclusive,  ‘reprinted  from  a 
letter  to  Doug  Steele  (there  Doug, 
you  got  your  name  in  the  T*ike.  )* 

Mortimer  Smud  SJR 
P.S.  Keep  und  Coon:  the  guys  in  the 
white  coats  took  Lorenz  away  in  a 
rubber  truck.  He  wants  you  to  have 
his  patterned  underwear. 

Dear  Smud, 

Diagnosis:  You  forgot  to  put  the 
plug  in. 


Dear  Godiva : 

Listen  here  you  long-necked 
chicken-pluckers,  the  next  time  you 
fart  faces  need  fill-her  for  this 
unreasonable  facsimile  of  toilet 
paper,  don't  try  forging  a letter 
from  the  DORKO  FOPS.  That’s 
with  a “K”  you  dumb  UNTS!*?!  !** 
GODIVA  must  look  pretty  silly 
without  her  box.  Beware! ! The  next 
time  she  goes  (does  she??).  KING 
LOUIE  is  v-e-r-y  upset  about  his 
cabinet.  Tell  you  what,  since  John 
O’D...  is  downtown,  if  you  give  back 


the  cabinet  ...  no  more 
HORSESHIT!!! 

Luv  & Pisses 
S.C.L.A. 

OK  you  guys,  we  can  get  tough 
too.  If  you  don’t  return  Godiva’s 
Box  immediately,  you’ll  find  out 
that  she  hasn’t  had  her  shots  lately. 
(You  guys  don’t  know  how  to  care 
for  a lady.)  Consider  yourselves 
warned. 

Dear  T O.  Engineers, 

We  the  members  of  the 
QUEENSMEN  ENGINEERING 
LIBERATION  FRONT  are  sending 
you  this  note  to  prove  that  not  only 
can  we  write,  but  that  we  can  lick 
stamps,  too! 

Our  minds(?)  are  still  filled  with 
the  vivid  memories  of  Saturday, 
September  the  twenth-seventh. 

As  if  the  26-0  drubbing  that  your 
Blues  handed  to  our  Queensman 
Football  Appreciation  Club  wasn’t 
bad  enough,  your  freshmen 
Engineers  then  proceeded  to 
devastate  our  Souvenir-collecting 
Club  (they  haven't  stopped  crying 
yet.)  It’s  a tradition  that  we 
Queenies  go  to  other  universities 
and  take  down  their  poles  ( ? ) . 

We’re  so  mad  at  you  brutes,  we 
could  just  poop  in  our  pants  (we 
won’t  this  time,  though). 

At  this  very  moment,  a crack 
team  of  specially-trained,  highly 
skilled  Queens’  Chemical  Engineers 
are  constructing  a time-bomb  that 
we  are  going  to  send  to  you  beas... 
(this  crudely  scrawled  message 
sent  via  carrier-dead-budgie). 


Dear  QUELFs, 

We  hope  the  goalposts  fit  your 
backsides.  Enjoy  them  with  our 
compliments,  and  remember  that 
balloons  aren’t  the  only  things  that 
wet  your  pants. 


Good  alcoholism, 

If  you’re  looking  for  something 
completely  different,  a good  place, 
with  reasonable  prices  and 
excellent  entertainment,  then  the 
DJ  Tavern,  newly  opened  last  week 
is  the  place  to  go.  For  the  next  six 
months,  they  are  featuring  from 
unadultered  dixieland,  these  guys 
can  t be  beat.  They  play  some  great 
dixie  originals,  as  well  as  dixie 
arrangements  of  popular  songs.  The 
atmosphere  they  project  is  casual, 
and  they’ve  got  to  be  the  friendliest 
band  going. 

There's  no  cover  charge,  (but  you 
can't  wear  jeans)  and  the  decor  is 
warm,  with  a slight  early  20th 
century  atmosphere,  featuring  a 
‘‘Nickelodeon’’,  which 
unfortunately  broke  down  around  10 
p.m. 

The  DJ  Tavern  (comer  of  College 
and  University)  is  a nice  way  to 
spend  the  evening  (even  the 
waitresses  are  friendly)  and  with 
the  Climax  Jazz  Band  its  even 
better.  What  you  might  call  a 
“winning  combination”. 

DJ  Tavern:  College  & University 
( Hydro  Bldg. ) 

Beer:  97c  after 8: 30 

Draft:  88c  after  8: 30  (a  big  mug) 


Drinks:  $1.65  and  up 

SUMMARY:  Excellent.  Give  it  a 

try. 

Submitted  by 
Robert  Yates 
1st  year  Engineering.  OSBQ 

Dear  Rob, 

Obviously  you  aren’t  aware  that 
we  only  review  a certain  select 
class  of  bars.  Please  pay  more 
attention  next  time. 


Dear  Toike, 

The  Feds  have  got  me  anyway! 
Thanks  for  everything ! 

Patty  Hearst 

Darling  Patty, 

We  hope  you  can  stay  longer  next 
time. 


Next  Toike 
make-up 

after  O 

the  ^ 
gamev 
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